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painted in white and arabesque. It was backed by the
forest, which had a park-like character from its partial
clearance, and which, after a convenient slip of even land,
ascended the steeper country and took the form of wooded
hills, backed in due time by still sylvan yet loftier eleva-
tions, and sometimes a glittering peak.

* Welcome, my friend!' said Mr. Phoebus to Lothair.
* Welcome to an Aryan clime, an Aryan landscape, and an
Aryan race. It will do you good after your Semitic
hallucinations.'

CHAPTER LXXIII.

MR. PHCEBITS pursued a life in bis island partly feudal, partly
oriental, partly Venetian, and partly idiosyncratic. He
had a grand studio where he could always find interesting
occupation in drawing every fine face and form in hia
dominions. Then he hunted, and that was a remarkable
scene. The ladies, looking like Diana or her nymphs, were
mounted on cream-coloured Anatolian chargers with golden
bells; "while Mr. Phoebus himself, in green velvet and
seven-leagued boots, sounded a wondrous twisted horn rife
with all the inspiring or directing notes of musical and
learned venerie. His neighbours of condition came
mounted, but the field was by no means confined to cava-
liers. A vast crowd of men in small caps and jackets and
huge white breeches, and armed with all the weapons of
Palikari, handjars and yataghans and silver sheathed mus-
kets of ancommon length and almost as old as the battle of
Lepanto, always rallied round his standard. The eques-
trians caracolled about the park, and the horns sounded
and the hounds bayed and the men shouted till the deer
had all scudded away. Then, by degrees, the hunters
entered the forest, and the notes of venerie became more
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